THE RECEPTION OF TOM JONES

just a month apart, on February 8 and March 8. Houses
rocked, chairs shook, pewter rattled, chimneys tumbled,
people ran into the streets, "the councillors in the Court of
the King's Bench and Chancery in Westminster Hall were
so alarmed that they expected the building to fall/' While
the inhabitants were in consternation, an astrologer pre-
dicted a third and worse earthquake for the fifth of April.
Though the prophecy was not fulfilled, quivers continued
at intervals far into the summer. The earthquakes were
preceded and followed by terrific storms of wind and rain
and hail; while at night the heavens throughout England
were all illumined with the Aurora Borealis, and meteors
exploded with dreadful detonations. At Fielding's old
home in Salisbury was seen "an extraordinary phenome-
non, being a very luminous collection of vapours, that
formed an irregular arch, like rock work, and extended
across the horizon, waving like flames issuing from fire.
After a short continuance, it disappeared at once, the sky
being very clear, and more enlightened than by the stars
only." Some people tried to find humour in this turmoil
of earth and heaven. Fashionable ladies in Westminster,
we are told, "were so ludicrously profane as to send cards
thus inscribed: 'I invite your ladyship to the earthquake

on------next.' "   But when the night approached for the

third earthquake, great numbers left their houses, walked
in the fields, lay in boats, sat in their coaches, and thronged
the roads as far as Windsor until daybreak came and the
danger was over.

The strange occurrences were the theme of numerous
pamphlets written in jest or in earnest. One of them was
a letter from the devil, who congratulated the people of
London on their conduct before and after the earthquakes;
others explained the commotions in earth and air from
natural causes; but most discerned in them the hand of the
Almighty. In March, Thomas Sherlock, the Bishop of

155told,
